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Governor Curtin of Pennsylvania came to Washington, fresh from flic
Fredericksbiirg battlefield. Lincoln sent for him. At midnight in the White
House they talked. *Mr. President, it was not a battle, it was a butchery/
said Curtin of what lie had seen.
The President issued an address to the Army of the Potomac; * Although
you were not successful, the attempt was not an error, nor the failure other
than accident. The courage with which you, in an open field, maintained the
contest against an entrenched foe, and the consummate skill and success with
which you crossed and recrossed the river in the face of the enemy, show that
you possess all the qualities of a great army, which will yet give victory to
the cause of the country and of popular government/
On New Year's Eve, 1862, came telegrams to the War Department. One
of the bloodiest battles of die war was opening at Murfreesboro, Tennessee,
along Stone's River, between the Union army of Rosecrans and the Con-
federates under Bragg. The Confederates drove the right wing of the Union
army back two miles, and Bragg sent a telegram of victory to Richmond on
New Year's Eve. *God has given us a happy New Year/ wired Braxton
Bragg, The war news that Lincoln went to bed on that night was of men
marching in rain, sleeping on wet ground, fighting through mud, the South
having made the gains of'die day. Two days more of manoeuvring and
grappling went on between 41,000 under Rosecrans and 34,000 under Bragg.
They fought in the rain and fog of raw winter days of short twilights. On
the second day horses could not take the artillery over the soaked and slippery
ground.
One out of four men on the field was shot down, killed or wounded, or
taken prisoner, the Union army losing 12,906 and the Confederates 11,739.
Bragg retreated south.
Rosccrans saw three of Ms orderlies shot down. He was grazed by a
cannon ball that took off the head of his chief of staff. Riding in the thick of
the fighting, he was told of a general who had gone down. "Never xnind,
brave men must die in battle; we must seek results/ The headless trunk of
another general toppled near Ms horse's feet. Rosecrans rode on. News
was brought of his friend General Alexander Me D. McCook, as lost. *We
cannot help it; men who fight must be killed/ Colonel George W. Roberts
fell from his saddle with three bullets in him. *Boys, put me on my horse
again/ They lifted him, but his breath was gone before he reached the
saddle.
In a stretch of cedar timber the fighting Irishman* Phil Sheridan., com-
manded a division of 6500 men that lost 1700, including 70 officers, two of
whom were brigadiers. The Virginian George H. Thomas emerged as calm
and granitic, holding the left wing firm while the right was crumpling. A